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The mojl lament able T rage^ie 

Titus. O here I lift this one hand vp to hcauen. 

And bow this feeble mine to the earth,. 

If any power pittics wretched teavcs> 

To tliat I call : what would thou kneelewith me ? 

Doe then deere hart, for heauen lliall hearc our prayers. 
Or with our fighs welc breath the welkin dimme, 

And ftainc the funne with fogge, as (bmetime clowdcs; 
V Vhen they doe hug him in their melting bofbms. 

Marcuf. Oh brother (peake with poftibilitic. 

And doe not breake into thefe deepe extreames. 

Titus. Is not my Ibrrow deepe hauing no bottome } 
Then be my pafsions bottomlefle with them. 

Manus. But yet let realbn gouei ne thy lament. 
Titus. If there were reafon for thefe miferics. 

Then into Jimits could 1 binde my woes : 

When heauen doth weepe, doth not the earth oreflow # 
If the windes rage, doth not the fca waxe mad, 
Threatning the welkin with his bigfw’olne face i 
And wilt thou liauea rcafon for this code f 
1 am the fea. Harke liow her fighes doe flow : 

Shce is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 

Then muft my fta be raoued with her fighes, 

Then muft my earth with her continuall tcares. 
Become a deluge : ouerflowed and drowned : 

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a drunkard muft I vomit them. 

Then giue me leaue, for loofers will haue leaucj 
To cafe theyr ftomacks with tliej'r bitter tongues 

JEutfir a me^enger with two heads and a hand. 

Mejfeng. "Worthy ^ydndronkus, ill art thou repaid. 
For that good hand thou fentft the Empei our 
Here arc the heads of dry two noble fonnes. 
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Exit. 


of Titus Andronicus. 

And hcrcs thy hand in fc^ne to dice fent backe : 

?hy-riefc theyrfports; Thy rcfolution mockt : 

Thamoe is me to thinkc vpon thy wes. 

More than remembrance of my fathers dwth. 

Marcus. Now let hote .^tna coolc m Cy ali«. 

And be my hart an eucr-burning hell: 

Thefe miferies are more then may be borne. ... 

To weepe with them that weepe,doth cafe Come dealc. 

But forrow flouted at, is double death. 

Lucius. Ah that this fight fhould make fo deep a wound, 
And yet detefted life not Ihrinke thereat : 

That cuer death flrould let life beare his name. 

Where life hath no more intereft but to breath. 

Marcus. Alas poore hart, that kifle is comfortlcflc. 

As frozen water to a ftarued {hake. 

Titi.(s. When will this fearefull flumber haue an end , 
Marcus. Now farewell flattery, die Jndronicus, 

Thou dooft not Humber, fee thy two fonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter hcerc : 

Thy other banilht fonne with this deere fight 
Strucke pale and bloodlefic, and thy brother I, 

Euen like a ftony image, cold and numroe. 

Ah now no more will I controwle my griefes. 

Rent off thy filuer haire, thy other handc 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difinall fight 

The cloftiig vp of our moft wretched eyes : 

Now is a time to ftorme, why art thou ftill i 
Titus. Ha, ha, ha. , » i ‘ 

"Marcus. Why doft thou laugh i it fits not with tliis houre? 
Titus. Why! haue not another tearc to Ihedj 
Befides, this (brrow is an enemic, 

And would vfijrpe vpon my watry eyes. 

And make them blinde with tributarie teares. 

Then which way fliall I findc Reuenges Caue. 
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